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It was summer, the best time | find for chilling out and playing pool. But even this evening was too hot for me to concentrate 
on winning my game. | was losing, and feeling pretty bad about it. 'Click....... clunk'. 'Click'. Satisfying sounds were rolling over 
the green baize of the pool table, a muffled clunk as a ball settled home. Again the sounds repeated themselves, one after 
the other, ceaseless and untiring. | looked around. There she stood, putting them home, perfect and ceaseless. But it wasn't 
just her playing | was interested in. 

My own game was over, | picked up my drink and sauntered over for a closer look. Skin the colour of butter-scotch from the 
summer sun glowed through the rips of her well-worn jeans, and flowed over the muscles in her arms, tense with apprehension. 
Hair damp with sweat, swept back over a forehead slightly furrowed in concentration, eyes, soft, deep and brown, now squinting 
down the length of her cue, her lips were pouted, there was a dimple in her chin, that cute tight looking ass. | felt a hot burning 
throb beginning between my thighs. Then the other player put her arm around her, she laughed, then kissed her. Too bad I'm 
not butch. Hell! | suppose it's time to move on. 

| go back to my friends, half listening to their conversation, politely murmuring 'uh-huh' every now and again as a token gesture 
of participation whilst my eyes were searching for anyone else in this crowded bar who might satiate my newly aroused appetite. 
No one. Ally's asking me a question, | turn to answer and there She is, standing by the wall with her pool shooter's stare aimed 
squarely at me. Her eyes glittered, then turned downwards to by boots. | could feel those eyes dancing upwards along my naked 
legs, and over my body, to finally rest again on my face. My heart began to race, what should | do, | can't let her go, stone butch 
is nowhere in sight, goddam it and I'll not lose this one, try and stay cool. | give her a wink, she smiles and winks back. 'Oh, 
so you do know each other then' comes the sarcastic comment from Ally. | smile in answer and make my excuses for going 
up to her, ignoring their teasing comments as | leave. 

We talk for a while, our eyes and bodies saying much more than we dare in words. She complains of the heat, | suggest an 
icy cool swim at the Pond. ‘Yeah, but it’s all locked up at this time of night’. 

"You can climb a fence can’t you?’ | half teased, half challenged her. 'You coming?' | said, turned and walked out of the bar. 
I'd expected her to follow and she did. We get into the car and in silent anticipation we drive to the Pond. 

Getting in is no problem. 

We walk across the grass towards the water. She stops me and turns me to face her. She begins to undress and in silence 
| watch her reveal the soft feminine curves of her muscular body, and the full round breasts. She steps forward pulling me to 
her and slowly caresses my face with her lips. Her lips meet mine, we begin to kiss, tentatively then eagerly, with voracious 
hard tongues. | can feel her breasts with their hardened nipples rubbing against me, and the scent of her desire growing 
stronger, filling my chest with so much wanting. My hands run over her back and the curve of her ass, her's running up my 
vest and then through my hair. She tugs at my shorts, they drop to the ground. She pushes me to my knees and pulls off my 
vest, grabbing a handful of hair she pulls my face into her cunt. My face nuzzles in the down of her crotch, my lips find her sex 
wet, hot and swollen, | breathe deeply filling myself with her desire, my tongue waters, my own cunt is burning and moist. My 
tongue begins to curl over and over her full, hard clit whilst my fingers lightly work her desire around the entrance to her cunt 
but refusing to enter her. She moans, she begins to sway, her legs quivering. She pushes her sex further into my mouth begging 
me to enter her with my fingers, but | continue to play over the lips of her sex. She is so wet with desire, she begins to squirm . 
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to try and ‘catch’ my fingers but it is no use, she pulls wildly at my hair. 

| pull her down to the ground and kneeling between her legs | slide my hand now covered with the cream of her passion, back 
and forth over her clit, cunt and ass. | suck at her breasts so tender and soft. She moans, ordering, begging me to release her 
from her torment. My own sex is burning, yearning and hungry fo feel her against me. If |can hold her in this state | know she 
will do anything for me. | remove my hand and push my own cunt against hers. We cunt fuck wildly, her wet pussy slamming 
against my own. It's so good to feel the heat of her sex burning against my own, mixing and exchanging the product of our desire. 
| come unexpectedly, but | don’t stop fucking her. | suddenly enter her with my fingers, she is burning. | work my fingers in and 
out, her cunt is tight and creamy. Her moans are now quicker and heavier, her breasts are quivering as her chest rises and 
falls with her panting. Her back is beginning to arch upwards, the muscles in her cunt are becoming ever tighter, squeezing 
around my fingers. | work my hand even quicker, relentlessly, then suddenly | hear her scream, breasts pushing skywards, 
head falling back, the muscles enveloping my fingers contracting violently, her whole body is shuddering. | hold her there, gently 
stroking her clit. 

She opens her eyes and gives me a smile, ‘Your turn' she murmurs. She takes hold of my arms forcing me to lie on my stomach. 
She's bigger than me and | couldn't push her off even if | wanted to. Pinning my arms to the ground | feel her place her legs 
either side of my body, then | feel her rub her wetness over my buttocks and her breasts brush by back. Just a slight touch 
but enough to sensitise every inch of skin on my body. | want her to rub her pussy hard over my ass, | beg her to but she won't. 
Revenge being her reason. My own clit is aching with expectancy, | try to wriggle to relieve the tension. Then suddenly there 
is a stinging wallop on my ass, the pain streaks through me. ‘Stop moving, or I’ll go’, | know she won't leave me but | feel as 
though | have no choice but to do as she says. She lifts me by the hips a little and then | feel her tongue running around my 
ass hole and fingers working my clit, her other hand squeezing my breasts, my ass still burning from the slap of her hand. This 
is torturous, | want her inside, but | mustn't move. My ass hole is aching and my cunt is itching for her fingers. | can't help it. 
| begin to feel totally helpless and can do nothing but beg. She slides her fingers into my cunt, relief at first then uncontrollable 
wanting, wanting to swallow her whole fist inside of me. | am soaking with desire, | begin to move in motion with her hand. Faster 
and faster, my legs begin to stiffen, | feel so much pleasure, | am on the brink of coming. There is a sudden sharp pain in my 
ass hole, she has a finger up my ass! | have to stop, the painful pleasure in my ass is too much. | tell her to leave my ass hole, 
but she won't and begins to move gently inside, | curse and scream at her but she still won't stop. Instead she strokes my back 
and ass, and then rubs my clit telling me that if | behave it'll be so good for me. She says | feel good and tight, relax and enjoy 
what she's going to do to me. | listen, | daren't move, the heady mix of pain, pleasure and fear, the feeling of her, is all too much. 
The hunger in my cunt is now unbelieveable and she moves in and out my butt and along my clit, | claw at the ground crazy 
with desire. All | can think of is cunt, clit and ass. Then her hand moves to my cunt and taking my whole body she fucks me 
wildly, tirelessly, | come, | cry out, my cunt throbbing madly, my whole body tingling, my head feels so light and dizzy. 
Aching and satisfied we hold each other, resting for a while. 

‘Do you still want a swim?’ | ask. 

She smiles,:'l will if you’ll teach me', together we laugh and | take her to the water. 
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and manipulated) in attempts to gain 
this particular sexual feeling/energy. 
Since recognizing it | like to think that 
I've learned to seperate which games 
are sexual and which I enjoy, apart 
from games which are abusive, either 
physically or mentally. | do not let 
myself be abused and | try not to 
manipulate unconsenting people into 
abusing me, | do not abuse others 
without their; consent andstedo not 
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them justice but the p 
do things in the bedroom, 
the bar-room. | can bet that people 
who bottle other people or fuck up 
people with violence don’t do s/m. 

| like to let the feelings out. However 
cruel it seems | believe it’s cathartic. 
And I might be wrong so | do a check 
on myself to make sure and I’m very 
strict about safe words. | think there’s 
a power there and | think it’s useful. 
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yourself, and allow yourself those 
things. The thing aboutmental sadism 
has to do with the fact that | spend a 
lot of my daylight hours with people 
who have emotional trauma and I’ve 
gota bit of a joke about that if you're 
being Mother Teresa all day, you 
have to have Adolf Hitler around 
somewhere to get the balance. If I'm 
looking after people all day, 
sometimes, | want to hurt someone. 
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| love the style of s/m dykes, because 
they are explicit about their sexuality 
in a way that just can’t be ignored. 
Although | might play with the styles, 
| wouldn’t say that | am into it, unless 
you count getting fist-fucked, which 
usually feels like what | would call 
‘bottom space’. And | do like being in 
control of the other woman’s pleasure, 
even if itis only holding her down so 
that she can‘t quite get what she 
wants. What | think of as heavey s/m 
involves a primary emphasis on 
opposite power-defined roles, usually 
with pain, bondage, ore humiliation 
to reinforce them. 
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Being the curious Sagittarean that | am, | wanted to 
explore s/m. In the words of Mae West, when choosing 
between 2 evils, | choose the one | haven’ttried before. 
| was in a bar, there was this hardcore punk woman 
there, with a piece of rope holding her shorts up and 
a piece of rope around her ankle. | boldly approached 


her and said ‘When are you going to take me home 


and tie me up?’ She looked at me coldly and said, ‘My 

wife doesn’t like it when | fuck other bitches’. A few 

weeks later, | was in the toilet in the same bar, she came in and said she 
had talked it over with her woman and | could live with them as a trained 
sex slave, under that stipulation only. Me, being one to not let golden 
opportunities pass, readily accepted. ‘Training will start immediatly’, she 
said, abruptly turning, walking out of the toilets and out the front door, 
with me following. She took me a few yards down the street and fucked 
me silly on a broken set of stairs. As she was fucking me her girlfriend 
drove up in a truck and said ‘are you coming or what’. She got up, 
rearranged her clothing and said to me ‘see you later, girl’. That was 
what my name was from then on, girl. This was the woman who was to 
become my Mistress. | lived with them for approximately 4 months. My 
dress consisted of a loincloth. | was required to keep the house clean and 
prepare all meals. | did the gardening and the laundry. | would remain 
standing until | was told to sit at my Mistresses feet. | would serve my 
Mistress and her lover sexually whenever and however they demanded. 
| never looked my Mistress in the eye. | asked permission to use the toilet. 
| slept at the foot of the bed. Ifl was very very good | slept with my Mistress 
and her lover. | addressed her as Ma’am, always. Mistress’ lover put up 
with it, to humour her. | think she thought it was a phase, a game that 
Mistress was playing. But it was serious. Things that | did with her were 
a reality that both of us respected and enjoyed. The things that she taught 
me. She was the first woman to slip her fist inside me and the pain - at 
first was overwhelming - she didn’t stop and the pain became a lesson 
in trust and pleasure. Extreme pleasure. She showed me how to fist fuck 
her. She taught me about the exquisite pain/pleasure factor one can 
explore with someone they trust. The whole thing about the relationship 
with her was, about10% of the relationship was sex. The rest was an 
exercise in mutual transformation; completly ripping away the person 
our upbringing trained us to be; allowing ourselves to be moulded into 
a proud self confident dominant and a proud self confident submissive. 
| was a very willing submissive, totally submissive. Mistress had a way of 
saying ‘lick my boots, shine them up girl’, and later commenting on their 
lusture, remarking on their beauty. My Mistress treated me like gold. 
Never letting my attentions slip by unnoticed. | was a needed necessity 
to her existance, as she was to mine. She told me one time only that she 
loved me. She would make me display myself to her. Stand there totally 


nude, my eyes looking at my feet while she would appreciate my body, 


tell me how beautiful | was. Then order me to my knees to service her cunt 
as she whispered how it pleased her to see me lick her like the dog that 
| was. When we would go out! would go on collar and lead, sit at her 
feet with my hands behind my back, head bowed. When going to the 
gay bars | would be the proud submissive, always a step behind my 
Mistress, always proud because she never allowed anyone to ever hold 
my lead or to belittle me. She was always so pleased with her pet. 
Occasionally we would go to hardcore punk shows, then we were 
equals. But she would still call me girl, introduce me as girl. We would 
be the best of friends, just having a good time. When we would go to 
a show as ‘friends’ | would look her in the eye, | would stand next to her 
and we would laugh and we would dance, we would be punks together. 
| can see it now, | don’t know how to capture the feeling. How do you? 
Just knowing that at any moment if she said, get on your knees and lick 
my boots that | would completely drop and service her shoes and know 
that noone in that club would dare show disrespect. This is years ago, 
when the scene was skinheads and mohawks, it was very, very rare to 
see gay people, you would never know if they were there. | always felt 
very very safe with her. It was a very different scene, ‘skins and ‘hawks. 
Fistfights and blood, slamming, very male dominated. Than there would 
be these two girls, these two hardcore girls, with their attitude. We would 
get in the pit, the male dominated pit, and take our space, and take our 
power. While the girlfriends would be standing outside the circle 
watching. We would be in there - pow, bam, boof - bitches. On the way 
driving home, things would change slowly, as we neared the house, the 
lead would go onto the collar, | would hold my own lead on the drive 
and when we got home she would pull me out of the car by my lead, | 
would be again the proud submissive. She always treated me with the 
respect only a true submissive can demand She knew how to reward me 
such as allowing me to drink her piss. She had the ability to make me 
feel like the fucking world. That’s the dangerous part of it. People think 
s/m is sex play. Sex is a shred of s/m. S/m is allowing a mere mortal 
to become your goddess. I’ve never done it again because it would kill 
me. Because she was my life, she was my breath in my lungs, she took 
care of my every thing, a desire didn’t have to be spoken, she knew. 
When things came to change and her lover demanded an end to our 
relationship, she branded my ass with her mark of 
ownership so that no other would have meas she had. 


And no one has. | once had a Mistress... 
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As soon as | knew about corporal $/m is the liberation of power. It’s not exchanges because | 
punishment of children | first know that whether | top or bottom | always end up feeling more 
realised | was interested. | Felt powertul. 
excited and repelled because | Out of both of those | get most power out ofbeinga bottom and being 
knew itwas wrongtohit children humiliated. Where maybe my eyes are covered, my mouth’s gaffa 
without their consent. | provoked taped, where someone is assuming complete control over me. But | have 
by mother to hit me when | was about six togive them that control. | enjoy anything that pushes me to the limit, that 
and found | hated it. | also felt guilty at gives me that rush. | feel protected but I’m more aware of that after it’s 
having made her do it. However this happened. It’s the after effect. When I’m in the scene I’m not thinking 
experience didn’tstop my fantasies. When ‘ch my god | feel so protected.’ I’m actually thinking I've just been 
| was 7 | meta girl who went to a school pissed on and I’m lying here in a pool and it’s revolting and my arse 
with caning. She used to describe it in is in the air and | don’t know what's going to happen next. 
detail and | think we both found it If somebody just whips me or gives pain that doesn’t stop soon 
exciting. By 11, | was watching enough, | just get really bored and get angry and the minute | get angry 
Rawhide & Wagon Train on TV, itloses it. | go through stages. My first stage is nonchalance, indifference. 
both of which sometimes And then it goes into insololence. | might whistle or tap my fingers to goad 
included whippings. | never them. Whatever it takes really. And the next stage from that is when itreally § 
felt guilty about the sexual starts to hurt and | forget the insolence and the indifference and everything § 
excitment found in this but else. And | start to hurt and | start to relish the fact that | can’t move. 
| was worried that it was I'm not into pain that irritates because it’s more to do with the doer’s power 
based on the fictional trip and frankly I’m there for me not for them. If | think somebody's just 
representation of non- getting off on their own power it doesn’t do anything for me at all. | have 
conseusual violence. At 13 to get off on the fact that they're getting off on bringing me off. 
| red Tom Brown's | respect anyone who can keep me in that position because frankly I can 
Schooldays. Again | found normally get out of anything and | would normally get angry and flip 
the s/m element in this them. If | can’t feel total respect for that person, |'ll flip them. 
distasteful, but stimulating | like people to get off on my size because it takes a lot for me to give it 
nevertheless. | had fantasies up physically. I quite like small people because I’m giving up more - just 
at this time both of being from the tone of the voice, that complete authority. Anyone who has the 
fucked by butch men and of bottle to assume the authority over me I'll give the chance to and then 
beatings - offen in a school they need to back that up with physical authority. 
context, sometimes it was me What get off on is the combination of ‘I control you but also venerate 
being beaten and sometimes a you at the same time’. | have to feel beautiful even when I’m in the 
schoolboy (never girl) while | most obscene postion. What I’ve learnt from being a bottom and I've 
watched. taken this through to when I top, is that you have to make someone 
| had some sex with men and a feel really, really beautiful whilst knowing that they're absolutely 
relationship fora couple of years humiliated. They can’t move but they feel gorgeous. It’s the duality 
with a woman who wasn’t into of it that brings the rush on. | think it’s a drug. | like someone who 
s/m. | was having good sex so is going to yell something obscene at me and beat me about the 
s/mwas only in the background head and then say ‘did that hurt?’ Again you get the alternation 
of my mind. When | was 24 | - | like the contrast. And the idea is to push it up a notch, up a 
started a relationship with a notch. Any of these things if they happened in real life would not 
woman four years younger than humiliate me at all. It’s allowing myself to break through my 
| who had been doing s/m for natural shell which is 7 and half foot thick and solid lead and 
years. We soon started s/m. She allowing myself a chink in my armour. 
was basically a top but switched The bottom’s power comes through the subliminal messages 
and | found | enjoyed both, she’s giving out which if the top’s clever they'll pick up on. And 
especially being a bottom. ifthey do! have so much respect for that person’s intelligence. 
Although | find profound | can respect them if | can put out messages that are quite 
satisfaction in being submissive, | oblique and they can pick them out. And we've got this 
have had more experience now as verbal and body language going on and it can evolve into 
a top. One of my two relationships a proper scene. Basically you've got a communion going. 
now is entirely as dominant and | | think people get lost in this ‘top’ and ‘bottom’ thing and 
find it extremenly satisfying exciting lose track of the pure liberation of power. With people 
and loving. | don’t think though that who are just starting, or people who are recognising 
| could say which role | enjoy more. what they may have been into for years, you have to let 
Good s/m is about communication them, in the same way that somebody obviously let you, 
and respect and having a good time retain their power and not patronise them. 
together. If any of these is absent it’s 
violence, exploitation and not s/m. | 
like s/m because it’s very intense sex, 
very demanding and can be sobrilliant. 
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S/m is ritualized violence 
in the context of sex and 
mostly...enactedriteneys 


The s/m I’ve done 


domination/ submission 
role-play. 
| would consider ‘light’ s/m 
behavior where pain/j% 
violence is used to tease or it is 
indicated ratherthan enforced. 
Where there isn’t the slightest 
possibility of drawing blood. Slaps, 
punches, bites, even kicks(bare feet}, 
pulling hair, limbs, nipples, etc. 
| would consider ‘heavy’ s/m 
behaviour which involves a lot of real 
pain. There’s an element of ,Fisk/ 
danger. Such as heavy beating) 
burning, fistftickitig women aay Me: 
(vaginal and anal, pulling hoops pete EE EH 
Bone your body and hanging on | Fascism/racism is oppressiver For 


long time this false a 
Peal haven't had Gny s/m offexploring areas of 
experience, however in my last | now enjoy. 
relationship (a sexually very short gm 

lived one}, | had the desire to go | 
beyond whatever I’ve done before. 
Sol spent a lotof thought on tie whyis! 
and how's. | think I’m alifacted to 
violence in a sexual contextias the 
expression of total giving; develion, 
sincerity and intimacy That's. why. 
can’t imagine myself having’s/m.sex 
with any partner. | wouldihave to.be 
totally in love before | could feel the 
desire for.that kind oftintimacy:- and 
| think jlwould:only happen to met 
once of twice in my life. There’s no.) 
way |dichoose ailover because of 
them being into)s/m - | would never 
want tis being the focal point of & 
relationship..l dlso find the idea of 
submission/dommation alien to my; 
own Sextidl practices. 

My ultimate sexual fantasy i isto die in 
my loversarmsii.e.: to ‘go all the way! 
and:l'mienob atraid of the steps int 
between) ‘still | also believe that | cah 
dieloh heek jy without any external & 
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S/m is... 
Experiencing 
sexual pleasure 
from pain/ 
humiliation/ power 
games. Heavy s/m; 
heavy beatings, leaving 
lasting marks, cuts scars, 
heavy fisting, 
eeinpliceted bondage, 
elaborate psychological 
scenes, scarification, piercing. 
Light s/m; ‘soft’ bondage, 
dildoes playing, soft whipping/ 
spanking, ‘playful’ power games, 
watersports, biting, scratching. 
m/sophisticated, ritualistic sex/ 
erotic behaviour involving pain 
and/or domination. 
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ter word, I’ve got much more 
t into my everyday life. It’s 
ed about it. For me it was 
ather dimension other than . 

tI calls/manymore.|think An object of desire 
t use it as a phrase. | don’t 


Since discovering my ‘top’ sides 
assertive, almost agressive, 4 
become part of my person 


s/m that started that ball 
being the pretty, giggly little g 
it was a useful handle at on 
even think in terms of ‘top’ a ore. I've found myself in power _ “Fetish, n. an object believed to procure for its owner the 
exchanges that afterwards | si sre categorising it, you'd call it services of a spirit lodged within it: something regarded with 
that. But | don’t use it as a handle dymore. For me it’s no longer useful to _ irrational reverence.- ns. fetishism the worship of a fetish: a 
identify who's the that and who's the other. Itwas very useful at one point but __ belief in charms: pathological attachment of sexual interest to 
I don’t think about it from that point of view anymore. IfI’m planninga sexual an inanimate object.” Chambers Concise Dictionary 
activity, | just think about the scene as it stands and what | want out of it. | don’t 

particularly make conscious what the s/m issues are in it.The concepts getrid | wanted something | could put my heart and soul, not to 
of of the spontaneity and the acting on impulsive feelings. | prefer the fightall mention considerable strength, into and not be scared of 
the way through so that nobody actually wins it. So between me and my __ injuring her. From the beatee’s point of view she - and | - 
wanted weight rather than stings and from a wielding point of 
aM vie glow on the back rather 


mn wells ~ which sometimes t mostly scare me, even 
em. Really | wanted a 


Gabriella’s rather than 
n | bumped into Sarah 
en learning to make in 
prcome. The whip | got 
k and moroon handle 
heavy in the hand and 
feeround comfortably. Two 

8 plaited wrist string and 
Twenty strips of leather 
bbout half an inch wide 
Feel like? Well, | can only 


~ 


pllo solo. A Patti Smith 
ein ballad. Diamanda 


an 4A Ghana 


oth after flavour. 


dd be: 
by a lightening thunder 


id completely fetichistic. 
from the dictionary, 
ionary compilers have 
relationship to toys tho 
e the whip doesn’t have 
p and only has the spirit 
, ip I'm charmed by or 
revering but the woman it’s engaging me with. For me, the 
sensation it produces is relative to: feelings of safety and 
security; as well as, sometimes but not always love and 
sometimes but not always aggression - | personally get off most 
from the exhileration of these emotions combined. Love and/ 
or aggression in turn feed into and from arousal which is 
connected to pain thresholds. (Something acupuncturists should 
be asked about more than sm theorists/politicians) Certainly 
this inanimate object will conjure up arousal because of it’s 
association with sexy anticipation and memories.|s that 
fetishistic? Butmy whip doesn’ tcreate sexual power. Itmanifests, 
facilitates, communicates and intensifies it. 

Whips are available from Sh! or Lashes Tel. 071 700 1083 
flinty 


orto Oric o 


girlfriend we're not suré who's who and the fight is constant and the battle and 
who's in charge is constant - and nobody wins it. For me that’s the excitement 
of it now. I’ve changed really in that respect. At one time | wanted to be a ‘top’ 
and | couldn’t handle being a ‘bottom’ because it scared the shit out of me too 
much. Now | don’t think about it from that point of view because I’m not so shit 
scared of it anymore. 

| don’t think we can assume that all that shit about being a bottom is over. 
There's this thing about stroppy dykes which is what the lesbian community 
seems to be developing into - powerful women who know their own minds and 
are able to speak their own minds. They still might, | think they do, spit on 
bottoms. People assume things wfrom when | was strutting my stuff 
attempting to develop my strong eople almost don’t believe that 
I'm bottoming out - I’m also stropps lie down and | take itand | love 
it. So what! It doesn’t mean I’m, 


Piss elegant that's you. 


So you won't let go? 


We'll see about that. 


There's nothing you can do 


Your hands are tied, 


Your ladyship. 


What could you do with my 


Fist twisting inside you? 


Crack round your face 


Fucking whore 


You love it. 


And | don't know if | care if you don't 


What could you do with your 


Skirt above your head 


Knickers round your ankles 


Arse splayed bent over a 


Toilet bowl 


Fist up your cunt 


Finger up your arse 


Teeth round your nipples 


Belt on your Backside 


Spit on your face 


Piss down your legs? 


phs elegant that's you. 


xenomoro 


Della Grace 
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SISIUCUOWOUSX 


by ANGELA HANS SCHEIRL 
NIGHT ONE 


‘Impoverished aristocracy’ is X’s style. Quite elegant stj 


x K aN and carries a stick. She likes sex. 


: | \ 


It’sa sultry, night. X walks towards ‘The Horse’s Brain’, 


ya 


saturday. Aikginds of people old & young, blacks SABO WEP A en . vie ie oa 
loaded, Tonighta roup of models is standing 
inthe middle ye ee theirheadsstickireg 


7) 
out of it. They laugh and make jokes about in 


. Suits and ties and cufflinks. She has a 


which man or woman ’s shrubbery they would 


choose to build themselves a nest. They pick 
; ' 
out the one or the'other to allow him or her to 


t 


touch them here or there. They slap the ones 
who do it without asking. X has a good slow ty 


look around. There’s an incereating woman sine Oar x DX esft ngtes he} to be in herfsdjes. 
Very lady-like. The well-known mixture of mature sexual ¢ dpennes t 
ti < scan 
Mkin- colour ne - wheat’ 


cardigan is tight Lvsieigihe to hint at a firm white 
leaves part of her breasts to be seen bye issn ho cared. 3 


about the cleavage. X imagines to spd b freckles 0 the ‘aga: 


face there, shove her nase.dowu| own 


a Hoa) F 
down,, The woméin is talking’ to a . F 
a fee, } iy i 
_ boy. X goes'to the bar and returns wir3 > 


a 


oo glasses on q‘tray: dark-green é¢ocktailk % 
with something dumped into them (figs?). ie 


10 elegant steps dway from her ‘stillife of AAR? | ,. 
3 
hy \ 


paddling in order not to fall;and at the same time to catch the tray tht had wer off her / \ 


Bit We 


a 


- se HH i 
desire}'she gets tripped. and has tb gather all i k 


her. concentfation to do the right air- 


" fingertips. Witha face red & hot, x turns around. Leaning against a colum ce sclaks number 


sd herself off ona supposedly giant chunk Of gum and chuckles with ~ affection, X’s legs, { \ 


(D). 


Soft round fice. Grinning mouth. Blond hair sticking out of her skull like este Strong nec 


that ack just ——<- some surface grip, start to shake now: Here she is - wai DY 


‘and - gulp!:- a bulky body encased i in a leather harness from neck to toe. Bevig its casefily ; 


and with open interest observed, D raises her right hand to her left cheek a rubs the y, ch ; ‘ } | 
of naked skin the bike-glove does not cover. Small blue eyes of a shy aninfa i ina big fhe | i 
— ‘a / fi | 
ae 


“What’s up?” D’s grainy voice grabs X’s cunt, while the words wake her up. X readjusts her cheeky 
recruit’s posture. X:” Give them dirty cowboy boots back to big brother. I see, baby can’t control her 
tiny feet kicking about, whenever she sees something she likes”, adorning the objects of discussion with 
a couple of biting smacks by her white snob-stick. Then she turns away. D’s smokey laughter gets mingled 
with all the other rather animated voices. 

X assumes the ‘thing’ between her and D to be ‘on’: none of them would leave without giving notice, 
without giving ‘it’ achance to continue...X enjoys breaks, those additions in brackets. To build a tension 
drawing the bow by degrees, not releasing the arrow before... Ah! No image ever manages to describe 
the complex RITUAL OF EROS! 

While we drifted away contemplating things, our dandy found out that the lady’s name is Luisa and the 
boy’s Alistair, that they both are ready to drop their clothes and wouldn’t mind X to escort them to the 
game-room. At this point the pub is packed. The 3 of them happily squeeze themselves through this cake 


of anonymous bodies. Xis not able to spot D anywhere. 


ie 
— 


. ut D * . 
Not even in the |Back ke 


# 


which is surprisingly se, pty There’ spn ly 
Wiis \ 
a young couple completely : consu. \ ey a\scene ‘the. 


‘i \, 
kneeling shoe-seller advises the customer’ taking off a shoe, praising the fodtcareful 


Ly Mut ing the ¥hoe 
on again, pretending it to be of ultimate quility, smelling and feeling the tender lag ther, rema ing 0 the’ 
cut and so on. For amoment X feels the loss. But as Luisa steps out of her knickers right ive ah d A Nistgir | 
opens his fly to have his full-grown dick (X had estimated him to be 16) come out id a crank on wheel 
all past and all future fall off from X. Now her life exists in watching these 2 excited people peckin, ga. d\ 
in feeling the beats of her cunt and the trickles of sweat from her arm-pits. She takes bff he Kiack it an. K 


leans her arse against a table. Alistair drives it in like no one’s business. Luisa takes it in big thi 


est) gulps, 
her feet on his shoulders, her arms resting on the table, everything else a heavy sted & g® swing. X 
approaches them to put her hand on Alistair’s arse. It turns her on to feel MUSCLES AT WORK. 


Luisa stretches her neck towards X:”Kiss me, handsome young man”. X shakes her head slightly, 


grimacing a ‘no way’ with a smirk. Luisa begs now: “Please, SIR. Please.” X smiles contently and 
releases the eager slug, that digs into the warm pit. The small bulge of arse in her hand is revving it up 
now and Alistair breaks out of the formation to come into the drooping rubber. Both women watch the 
boy climax. He groans, his head thrown backwards. Then he looks at them, takes off the little bag of 
goodies and is gone. Luisa, the 
mature, rich, married (who knows) woman is a sight for gods & godesses: everything in & on her is 
undone and dissolved. Everything in & around her is SEXX. There is no need to hurry anything. X goes 
back to the chair where she has left the jacket, takes out a green rubber glove and slips it over her right 
hand. She looks at Luisa and Luisa looks at her. X returns to touch Luisa’s blood-filled lips: the left hand 
the ones of her mouth, the right hand the ones of her cunt. Oh, what a swollen monkey-arse cunt: red & 
violet & BIG. Yeah! And she s-l-o-w-l-y f-f-u-c-k-s her. For ages, it seems. Different voyeurs come, 
COME & go. Some people seem to have chosen to fuck under the table, as he or she, who is being fucked 
clings his or her boots around X’s ankles. Luisa is getting ready for the hardcore bit and leans back to 
relax to take in X’s fist. 2 leather-boys arrive to have a sip out of a secret liquor-bottle. One of them bows 
down to have Luisa drink out of his mouth. He blushes, as he is surprised by his own spontaneity and he 
is touched as this stranger just sucks the liquid out of him without opening her eyes. His boyfriend smiles. 
He is not so shy and takes Luisa’s arms to hold them together above her head in a firm grip. With ease 
he continues smoking his cigarette. X is in heaven. She thrusts her fist in and out. She could go on forever. 
But the maw’s hunger is enormous; and the big beast of prey devours the smaller beast of prey. X’s fist 
pumps like a steel piston now, faster and deeper and Luisa screams so loud that the mirrors and the walls 


of the room and everyone inside shudders and the leather-boy blushes again. 


A concealed door jumps open and 4 applauding women in black leather uniforms - caps, long coats, boots and all the shit - 
step out and take position in the room. One of them wears a mask. The couple under the table quietly continue to 
fuck. In no time, 2 of THE NEW MASTERS OF CEREMONY tear them apart and chuck 
them out of the room. They lock the double door, get out big spanners and smash all the 
bulbs of the lamps on the wall. The only light left is an orange glow passing in 
from above the curtains and a blue neon lustre from a basin that is 
supposed to jerk to & fro by incompatible liquids. X’s 
feelings are very mixed and very 


intense: 


One 


Two 


Four 


D is back, the thing is on. But D does not (if 
ws 
yer 


hours ago and not the senxubus'sh 


resemble the baby-bear-byttifr. 


had imagined to have good wet eaS¥ sexfor | | 


days on end with. X is shocked to see a | 
stranger, that doesn’t fit any of her } 
phantasies, nor remind her ofanyone good | 
or bad, and she is terrified by the malignant j } 
seriousness, that was written in D’s face 
when she walked in as payof ‘the posse. 
The darkness makes , it ioree X would 


need to reasses Djagain. 


f 


& 


yn 
f Pa 
‘ ‘ } i t 
X isterribly attr cama dwoman. {Hiay 
. ff ee 
4 Hs \\ 


y 


everyone by igs But the speed and 
determination of the terror command6’s 
actions paralize the victims. Above all, sas 
seems to be preplanned. Horror c Ae ! 


X’snose. The menacing silence is urtured 


by the crackle of stiff leather. 


Part of x Nid managed to esca, | e the body : 
and flaps it’s wings above X’s head. It finds 
the sight of X hilariously funhy: standing 
there with her green pr oe sopping 
wet, her fist still clentched. X agrees forja 


; 


second and thinks of the r puddle beside | 


| 


her feet with amuseme: 


te 


ACTION! 

the masked womanhunk behind X whispers. 
The worriors of sex & death whet their 
blades and thrust them into bodies: they ram 
their sharp, long horns into stomachs, thighs, 
necks, they butt it in, they find a delicious 
rhythm and never ever stop until all existence 
is a bleeding mess and the trance-dancers 
ery and weep of joy and plunge their heads 
in the wh obbing soup and emerge with a 


~ 
stupid look of bliss. 


amd a finger penetrating her anus, pre-oiled 
bythe suppository: this is all she needs. Two 


hands seize her hip-bones, acool dildo enters 


3 


} 


her. Leather-creases, hard as metal, bump 


er naked arse. Slowly, slowly X comes 


LHNDS 


photos by Tracy Mostovoy 
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BETTER THE DEVIL YOU KNOW... 


I'mlaying in the tub, getting ready to go to work. Work is a lesbian sex magazine. Some would call it erotic, some would say it's pornographic, we call it adventurous. 
I've been in the tub for a while now. My mind, as usual, is filled with her. Since the breakup we don't talk real anymore. We talk at and around each other. To be honest, 
that's been going on since before the breakup, but I'm not getting into that. It's a funny thing though, since breaking up the sexual energy between us has been better 
than it's been since we first got together and lately it has hit a fever pitch. It's as if we're tuned into an automatic pilot that sends us crashing into each other. 


She came into the house a few minutes ago and is out in the living room talking with my roomates. | figure she hasn't come in by now so I'm safe, she's going 
to leave me alone. One part of me is glad, another part of me is dissapointed. Oh well, | reach for the soap to wash myself when the door opens. She stomps in and stands 
over the bathtub. Legs spread, arms crossed, she’s the ultimate childhood bully out to cause trouble. Shit, | really do have to get to work. 

"It's my turn to take a bath. Get out." 

"| just have to wash myself and I'll be out" 

"I'll do it for you." 

Oh no. 

"You know you're just going to tease me." 

"No, I'd never do that." 

Like hell she wouldn't. It happens all the time. We'll be in the video store, looking at videos when she'll suddenly be standing in front of me, looking up, sliding 
her hand down the front of my jeans, playing with me right there in the store, with people all around us,walking away the moment someone turns our way. Or watching 
t.v. she'll absentmindedly reach between my legs during a commercial, getting me all worked up just to leave me hanging when the show's back on. Even in bed, over 
and over again she'll take me right to that second before I'm gonna lose it, every time expecting her to let me come. Because sometimes she does. Like in the car, driving 
down the busiest street, she'll have me touch myself and | do it, jerking myself off, knowing anyone looking our way will see. All | know is | never know. So when she's 
around my body is on alert. Ready anytime she might want me, any way she might want me. 

As | lay here in the tub, listening to her, the sound of her voice makes my heart go from normal to pitter-patter to a slow pounding. I'm trying to keep from reacting 
but shit, who am | kidding? The pounding in my heart is already doing a slow meltdown straight to my cunt. She leans over, reaching into the water, keeping me glued 
to her with her eyes. She checks for reaction to every move she makes, her eyes never leaving my face. I'm giving in, of course. | have no choice in this, no will power. 
The woman owns me. 

"Spread your legs." 

| try not to but my body won't listen to my mind. There's a fog settling over my brain and | can't seem to form a coherent thought. So | open up to her and she 
treats me to her touch. She's spreading my lips wide open and stroking my clit with a heavy sliding rhythm. Our gaze is locked as we take measure of each other. | want 
to push up against her but | know | have to let her have it her way. She keeps that rhythm going, slow and pressured until I'm wet with all that slippery wet that is so much 
thicker and hotter than the water I'm in. She does a rare thing and slides a single finger inside me. Her hands are small and | wish | could clamp down on that finger and 
pull her whole hand inside me. But she pulls out as if she had never been there and its all in my mind. | don't care, her fingers have come back, teasing me with a flickering 
motion, so fast | get scared my body is going to race ahead of my mind. She reads that fear on my face, a reaction she doesn't want to see, her smirking face laughs 
at my need. She stops. 

My mind screams. But I've learned patience. 

"Where's the soap?" 

| point to the end of the tub. She looks around the side and in the sink and this pleases me cuz | know she’s got that fog on her brain too. 

"Where is it?" 

| point again and she grabs the soap and zeros back in on me, all eyes. She soaps up her hands and reaches for me again. I'm feeling a little cocky about her 
momentary loss of concentration. | lift my hips slighty so that we don't lose all the soap to the water and she gives me that look that says who's-in-charge-here. Well, I'm 
sorry but itl be better like this. She lets me get away with it. She's washing me now, hand on my cunt, round and round and then down towards my ass hole, lightly pressing, 
teasing and then back to my cunt slipping inside again only to leave me empty. My mind trys to grasp and stretch out each sensation but I’m hopelessly lost in the moment. 
Our eyes are locked, | try not to lose it, but sometimes | can't help it and my eyes roll back and close, a low moan escaping my throat. But the woman won't let me go. 

"What is pornography?" 

Oh, my god, she wants me to talk? She wants me to make conversation with her? What was she doing, having a debate about pornography with my roomates? 
Bitch, she hates what | do but damned it she doesn't use it on me, to torture me with. | can't believe this, and the whole time my mind is raging she's got her hand on my 
cunt and is working me real good and all | want to do is get off. 

"What is pornography?" 

| know | have to answer or | lose her, merciless cunt that she is. 

"Umm...well...it's such a...oh...subjective thing. What's pornography to one...| mean...can be...umm...erotica to another." 


She nods her head slowly. But I'm crazy if | think she's going to let me get away that easy. 


photo by Laurence 


"What is pornography?" 


In my mind's eye | imagine how we look, my long-limbed naked body in the tub of 
water, legs slightly spread, hands clutched at my chest, flushed face giving away my excitment. 
Her leaning over me, fully dressed, breasts spilling from her low cut shirt, baby browns peeking out behind 
long black dreads, touching me. My mind snaps photographs of us, her hand on my cunt, my body tense, her eyes 
intent on mine, my face a state of controlled lust... 


"It's sex or...anything sexually explicit in...hmm...any sort of medium, like film, video, photographs and..or...words." 


I'm frustrated because I'm not as cohesive as | want to be. | want to show her the pictures in my mind. But she really doesn't care. All 
that matters is that | answer her question. And she brings my concentration back to that part of me that's pounding back that beat of her finger, 
reminding me who's in control here. 


"It's really a subjective thing...really. | mean, there’s not...any...difference between pornography and erotica..." 
I'm babbeling now. 
"Okay, yeah, shhh..." She’s nodding her head, soothing me, letting me go. 


Thank you. | can relax now. Let myself go. | sink into the heat. The heat of the water, the heat of her hand, the heat that is spreading through my body, fast becoming 
a fire, ready to explode. I'm tensed up, body strained, feet and shoulders locked against the edges of the tub. Yes, baby, right there, it's all yours. 


Her hand pulls away, the droplets of water splashed in my face. 
Bitch. 

"You fucking tease, | knew it." 

"I'm not teasing." 


She goes out the door, a smile on her face. Leaving me shaking in need and frustration. Is she just fucking with my head? | rush through the rest of my after 
bath rituals. I'll do my hair later, right now | have to see. | rush out to the hallway and find my bedroom door halfway open. | reach out to open it, but it’s empty. Disappointed, 
| go back to the bathroom to fix my hair. My face in the mirror is flushed. I consider the idea of jerking myself off but decide that somehow it wouldn't be much fun. I'd rather 
walk around like this - swollen and wet, remembering the look in her eye and the tone of her voice. At just the thought of it | feel a soft shudder run through me. Then 
| feel a hand at the small of my back, pushing my cunt right up against the edge of the sink. The jerking movement forces my face right up against the mirror. | try to turn 
and look at her but she shoves harder. ; 


"Don't look at me" 

| drop my eyes in the mirror and try to figure out what's going to get me what | want. Do | struggle or do | give in? 
Shit, the fact is I've got to get to work. And no matter what | do, she'll do as she pleases, anyway. 

"Do you mind? | have to get to work." My voice is low, underlying sarcasm yet respectfully deferential. 

"Not at all - go right ahead." She steps back - charming, gallant, giving....ha! my ass. 


| straighten up and carry on - a squeeze of mousse...feel her coming up behind me...running my fingers through my hair...soft breasts against my back...get a 
lipstick out...a hand brushes across my stomach and heads down...| sneak a peek at her in the mirror... 


As always, I'm pinned by her eyes; she gives me a slight shake of her head, no longer charming, no longer gallant - she is simply, absolutely, uncompromising. 


| feel her fingers opening me up, again that heat rush through my body, like a ball of fire falling from my head to my heart to my cunt, I've got my eyes on her's 
in the mirror...but no...she won't give me even that. 


"Go on, fix your make up. Ignore me." 


Linda Sanchez 
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Self-Satisfieo 


Story and photos by Sue Appleton 


| walk through my flat, signs of my love-making strewn all over, go into the bathroom squelch over the 
towels sopping up the water carelessly seeping over the cold white floor tiles. 


| reach the toilet my hands glide down over my hips around to my buttocks and down the back of my thighs 
| lower myself slowly onto the cold seat, lean forwards and push slowly down, the piss gushes out of me, 
| feel satisfied, breathe deeply and wipe myself, notice the tips of my fingers tinted red with my blood, 
tasting sweet and earthy and smelling of sex and me. 

| had come home this afternoon numbed out of my senses from too much kissing, from caresses almost 
to subtle to feel and too tantalising to ignore, from dancing on the knife-edge of my lust and from doing 
it again and again until it was impossible to go back. 


Sweating and odorous from a sticky bike ride in the humid summer rain | slipped all but my knickers off 


and laid dazed on the hall carpet. My body curved over the whole of the cramped hall, by breasts scented 
and heavy hung around me and the heaviness of my bulky, thighs, hips and belly sent shivers through 
my sleepy and lustful body. 


Almost exhausted, | pulled myself up and went into the bedroom, laid face down on the quilt its softness 
rising against my languid body and filling each cranny left between my curves. Images of sex filtered 
through my consciousness mingling with my aroused drowsiness, a woman making love to herself and 
enormous bed, her hand between her legs, her head straining from one side to another. And flashing 
lights, swirling hips, breasts, wet thighs, stroking tongues, hardening nipples and hands grasping, 
pushing, teasing, fondling and pinching into a frenzy that has no borders or reasoning. 

Drifting with the images my wetness grew, I became aware of the incessant movement of my hips pushing 
my cunt against the curves of the quilt. One hand pressed down between the narrowness of the bed and 
my stomach across to my hip bone and out of the tightness, around my waist and with trembling fingers 


ding control. | ripped my. 
ing shivers down and through 
Creating a numb throbbing, my 
whirling fingers demanding, wantir 
Islid my free hand up to my breasts 
of flesh whilst in fits my breathe came. 
dings which had become a cascade 


” 


the time my lips continued their 
should be in the fleshy wetness 


full, wanted the whole of this 


pressure. unbearable 
avery part of me that 
ming around it. 


@, the shaking 
out my breath 
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QUIMQUOTES 


TITS 


What kind of tits catch your eye? 


*| prefer very small tits, and | am sure that is because of the 
size of mine, opposites attract and all that.*Small pert 
breasts with cosy nipples. “Big ones, small ones, round 
ones, dangly ones - who cares, as long as they're in a tight 
grey lycra vest. Watching the gentle sway of breasts | fancy 
while the owner of them is dancing and | can watch 
unnoticed.*\t's not the tits which catch my eyes but the 
whole body. On a purely physical level, | suppose, I'm more 
attracted to builds similar to my own (very little tits) but that's 
not what make me fall in love.*Anyone's but mine. *When 
I'min love my lovers tits are the most beautiful in the world. 
That's been different with each lover I've had, though 
they've all been bigger than mine.*|'ve liked all my girlfriends 
tits and have said so in no uncertain terms, even tho' 
they've all been quite different. But if | had to choose my 
favourites..Small, firm, with very erect nipples. *I just like 
tits. *Unclothed ones. Nice firm high young breasts. Big but 
not too huge.* Soft, shapely and defined.*All kinds as long 
if they're carried with style. That little bit of cleavage, 
that deep, dark line between them. | don't like them on 
constant display in a club because | like to imagine 
what they'd be like. *Big round ones. I'm not all that keen 
on small ones, | like to be able to get my hands round them. 
! don't mind them droopy but it seems that women who've 
got droopy tits don't like it and are sensitive about it. | 
suppose everyone wants to get their hands on great big, 
firm tits with uptilting nipples and all that sort of thing but | 
don't think there's all that many of them around. | just think 


it's nice what you do with them. 


Do you care if your 
tits get attention? 


*| don't go for too much breast 
attention from lovers - | don't get 
aroused just from that and prolonged 
fiddling about with my nipples even 
sometimes pisses me off. *Not as 
muchas other parts of my anatomy 
(nudge, nudge, wink, wink). */'m 
really particular about the way my 
nipples are played with and if they 
aren't doing it right, they mightjustas 
well do nothing at all because it just 
gets tiresome.*Y es, essential part of 
getting aroused. *Depends on the 
attention. Any appreciation's 
apprectiated. *Yes / care alot, | care 
a great deal because they give so 
much pleasure and it enhances all 
my feelings. Delicious, physical 
pleasure that travels down to my 
cunt - it's like a direct link to my clit. 
And sometimes in my cunt it feels 
like a stabbing pain like a skewer, but 
it's a really nice pain, a really nice 
ache. Ifmy nipples don'tgetattention 
| put their hands on my tits and tell 
them to squeeze my nipples." lt just 
makes me sad because think people 
are being polite. *Yes and if they 
don't get attention | grab my nipple 
ring and puil it myself.*Not 
especially for the sensation but it 
makes me feel like they're not putting 
themselves into me if they aren't 
interested in my tits. 


What is your 
favourite thing to 
wear on your tits? 


*| like to wear tight, revealing tops that 
say ‘look at me!"*! wear underwired 
bras from Marks & Spencers because 
they go up to a 40DD.* go through 
phases where | let them go all saggy. 
Right now | need 
support.*Lipstick.*When I do get a bra 
I get very plain ones. I don’t get lacey 
ones. Marks & Spencers definitely 
to the best bras. | wouldn’t wear any 
others. *Lycra tops.*Nothing at 
all.*Leather bra. Tit clamps. *A nice 
clean cotton T-shirt.*Traditionally I'm 
no fem, in or out of bed, but recently | 
bought a black lacy number and next 
time | see my girlfriend she's going to 
get a surprise...(but | couldn’t bring 
myself to get the suspenders to match. 
Maybe next year.)*I wear a bra just to 
stop them obviously flapping round 
my waist. “Bras and pierced nipples - 
they look sexy and the rings are fun to 
have in yourmouth. *Mostly those sports 
bras but only because most bras are 
too expensive. | have got one that's a 
cheap immitation butit's really scratchy 
and someone else has got it at the 
moment. | would like to have one of my 
nipples pierced. | like things that show 
my cleavage and people are always 
commenting on my tits which | like 
because I'm vain about them. 


Describe your tits and how they make you feel? 
*Like a woman!*Too small for my body shape. A worry for breast cancer. Nipples too 
sensitive. */ like the way they're all mushy.*Compact, firm, big nipples. | was made to feel very 
insecure as an adolescent about my tits (I had/have very little) and in fact, very often my 
womanhood was questioned because of them. | think as a result of this | was too insecure/ 
ashamed to enjoy them. Only from my early to mid-twenties did | gradually grow confident 
about my small-tited womanhood. | started to really enjoy them sexually; | also realised that 
in many ways they were more practical than big ones (in terms of running, sleeping, exercise). 
Through talking to other women | also realised that a lot of women with larger breasts had their 
own complexes/problems/insecurities. However only through breastfeeding (in my late 
twenties) did | gain total confidence about my breasts - since they were functioning perfectly. 
| had no problems whatesoever. They were also slightly larger and probably for a short while 
| experienced the same feelings that most women experience most of the time. Since then | 
have no problem of brushing off any stupid remarks. | find breasts very sensuous and also 
breastfeeding. Unfortunately | didn't have a lover during my first pregnancy/lactation, but one 
of my very secret fantasies is to be pregnant at the same time as my girlfriend (maybe never 
to be fulfilled?). *I like stand up tits and if | had lots of money I'd have mine done so that 
they'd stand up. */ no longer keep my shirt on in bed but it still surprises me when lovers say 
they like my tits. | took years to like them - how come they come out with compliments in the 
first five minutes? | guess our inhibitions about size, shape, consistency, etc. only extend as 
far as our own ones...Compliments definately helped me to like my own tits, and liking my own 
tits helped me enjoy sex more. *Whistful and bitter (cause they used to look better before | had 
a baby). They piss me off.*I always think of them as a couple of extremly large melons. 
They have always been a pain in the arse, stopped me from doing sports at any age. But 
now that | am older they do have their uses. My girlfriend of three years still can't keep 
her hands off. One thing that really pisses me off is people, mainly men, staring and 
making stupid remarks. | can't do anything about the size of my tits, they have been over 
40inch since | was fourteen. Mind you, | wouldn't object to a few more women looking 
at them. */ hate them. |.have inverted nipples and when | was going through puberty the only 
way | could deal with my tits not being normal was by making myself believe | had cancer and 
| was going to die really young. When | was ‘straight' | never let any man, ever see my tits or 
touch them. Only once | came out and had women lovers who forced me to let them see and 
touch them did | begin to feel okay with them. | also had a child at a very young age and have 
always had stretch marks. I'm generally considered good looking, but because of my tits | have 
a massive inferiority complex when it comes to my body. *Small, dropped, dark nipples.*Well, 
last time I looked I had 2 of them with targets in the middle. Oh yes, the left one is bigger 
than the right (or is it the other way round...). */ take great pride in flaunting my breasts, which 
are more than ample and have a full rounded look. | show as much cleavage as is decently 
possible and the admiration that my breasts get make me feel good. This admiration tells me 
that | have the power to excite and enslave, it tells me that | am more womanly, more powerful 
than other women. Displaying my breasts gives me the power to get what | want, and I'm not 
only talking about things sexual. *My breasts are luscious and heavy. *They are a sad shadow 
of their former selves - because I've had a baby. They used to be large and melon like. 
*Too small but pretty.*Round and soft and squishy - | like them. *I wish they were a bit bigger. 
“Between periods they make me feel sexy and during my period they feel bloated and heavy 
and ugly cause my nipples go all podgy. Although sometimes if I'm not going out and don't have 
to feel good in my clothes | get into being a big round, voluputous women lounging in my big 
soft bed - preferably with a lover but | can get into it on my own. Sometimes women who have 
seen pictures of when | was thinner give me a hard time - I've had someone say to me “oh well 
you'll be thin again one day’ and | said to her that | felt good being round and squashy at the 
moment.*| feel very, very happy about my tits. They're a constant source of joy because | like 
the look of them - they haven't drooped and they've stayed firm, and my nipples get really hard. 
| only don't like them before my period when they get really tender and | can't have them 
touched. 
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What is your favourite thing done to your tits? 

*I like my nipples squeezed hard. Very hard, to the thin line between pain and 
pleasure.Sometimes. | like when they're wagged in my face and I'm hit with them. | like when 
my lover rubs her tits on my clitoris and when she tries to stick her nipple into my arsehole, 
mmmmm.*I like her to tease them for hours, for hours. */ am well into my tits - so | like a lot 
of playing. Maybe my favourite is when my lover attempts to take the whole lot into her mouth. 
*| like it when I'm kneeling and letting them dangle and for her to lick my nipples. | could have 
an orgasm just from that.*For someone to tease just the very tips of my nipples, barely 
touching and very quickly, so that | want to strain to feel it. Sometimes | think | could 
come if someone kept that up long enough. The other thing is for my nipples to be 
squeezed - with fingers, teeth or clamps - very hard and slow. “Getting them 
clamped...slowly.*Bound, sucked, bitten, clamped.*Anything that isn't too painful, preferable 
involving tongues. *50 per cent of the time I'm not very sensitive and | could just as easily 
not bother. And the other 50 per cent of the time | like it rough - nibbling. “Being woken 
up by a firm breast slapping across my face. Smothering my breasts with chocolate mousse 
and having my lover lick it all off. Having tiger balm rubbed onto my nipples (sometimes closely 
followed by ice). Having my hard nipples rubbed with an emery board makes them harder and 
my cunt hotter. My lover taunting me with a lighter flame near my nipples, close enough to feel 
the heat from the flame but not quite touching the skin. *Squeezed, pinched, flicked, pulled, 
bitten—HARD. When the nipples are hard, having a piece of thread (pick a strong one) tied 
around the nipples and then being pulled.*I love it when my sweetie sucks both my nipples 
at once and fucks me rockingly at the same time. | can suck my own nipples, and | like 
to see how much that turns on my lover. */ love my lover to really rough with them. Biting 
my nipples until they stand out .*A good old bite. *Tremendous pain applied by twisting and 
biting - just tremendous pain really. They're very sensitive. It makes my knickers wet 
and makes me insatiably horney. Hot flushes and immobility of the hands and feet if it's 
done properly. *They’re not very sensitive until I'm really aroused and then only sometimes 
(I get jealous of my lover if her's are really sensitive). | like to have them gently turned and 
sucked but not hard. | get off more from watching her get into sucking them, her face enjoying 
my tits. I like to cradle herin my arms like a baby and have her suckle on me. | once puta dummy 
in her mouth too. *| like everything. Sometimes | like to turn my back on my lover and feel her 
touching them from behind - | really get into that. 


What do you like her to wear? 

“Underwear of most descriptions, jewellry, occasionally lipstick, occasionally food, definitely 
cum.*Tight Fruit Of The Loom vests. Sex juices smeared all over them sol can suck it off. Semi 
opaque materials so you get a hint of what's to come. Large tits lose - bra free - inside bellowy 
fabrics like silk or muslin. A shroud of shiffon over hard nipples. A leather jacket partially 
covering naked breasts that are then completely exposed when she stretches her arms over 
her head. */ don't care, just let me at ‘em.*| love my lover in nothing but a leather jacket. *I like really 
low cut bras with their nipples virtually hanging out of them. | like really lose things so you 
can see them moving underneath, all hippy and free. I like the look of nipple rings but I'm not 
all that keen on having them in my mouth because they're usually cold and they get in the 
way of sucking their nipples. 


What's your bra size? 


*36D*34/36A *45D *36C’*l have no idea what my bra size is because | haven't worn a 
boob-bag in years.*Medium*36 something large. “Bra size? 36B. | used to be a 36 C 
before | had my baby who ate them.*36AA, very small, virtually flat, nice nipples.*36B | 
think. *34B. *Haven't got a clue. | think you should investigate the phenomenon of why 
dykes haven't a clue how big their tits are... 


Tit-bits 


*Tweezers make a good alternative to clamps.*One amusing thing | can do with my 


breasts is put things under them. I can stick a big dictionary under them, and stand 
there with the dictionary suspended in midair. Some friends of mine had a 'breast- 
off' where they competed to see whose breasts could hold the biggest object: 
basketball, juice pitcher, etc.*/ wish more women would “show theirs' not only because 
| like to look at them but I love the idea of women using the power of beauty in an upfront 
manner, to get what the want out of life. 


What is your favourite thingtodotoyourloverstis? QODUIM QUOTES 


*My lover can't bear hers touched unless I'm going to go all the way! 
| like to roll her nipple about till it's really ripe, then place my palm 
over it - it's like my palms got a direct line to my clit.*l go according 
to their rythym so | like to know how fast or slow to go. I like 


to take the time to read it from them. *Scooping my lovers 


breasts out of her bra and dangling them over the top of it. | love 
seeing them pushed upwards and squeezed together. *| like 
playing, fondling, just holding them while she's asleep, kissing 
sucking, biting, squeezing, etc. | found that many women aren'tas 
much into their as | am into mine.*Nipple clamps, sucking, 
biting. “Look at cleavage and sigh. *Squeezing the nipple, getting 
agood grip on it between my thumb and finger and slowly building 
up the pressure or biting itin the same way. | love to watch their face 
change as the pain builds till they let out a little cry. Mmmm... also 
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love it when someone plays with their own nipples and won't let me 
touch them, whata tease.*! like to nibble my sweetie's chest for 
along long time. *To my lover | like to be gentle.*| like to cup them 


in my hands. | just love the feeling of erect nipples on my palms, 


| can just roll them around on the palms of my hands for ages. | like 


it if they get off on it. | like to suck her nipples in a really nice sexy 


way and | like to twist them really hard and see what happens if | . ae 
do that and | like to feel their tits on my cunt. | love to feel them 


£4 


dangling in my face when they're kneeling above me. They hang 


down and you can feel the weight of them in your hand.*Put my . 
face between them and go thwack, thwack, bloubbberbber. a 
Play with them for hours. | like to play with them and watch the 
little flutters of pleasure. | don't mind if theirs aren't sensitive 
as long as they don't mind me carrying on.*S/ap them, bite 
them, whip them, cover them in baby oil, fuck them with my cunt, 
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drip wax on them.*Sucking a nipple between my tongue and the 
roof of my mouth and biting. And just sort of everything and general 
fondling. Coming up from behind her and sitting like spoons with 
my crack up against her arse, tits pressed into her back and my 
hands enveloping her tits and nuzzling her neck and whispering 
some endearmentin her ear like 'you're really fuckin' horney'.*Going 
from soft nibbling round the nipple to rough biting and 
chewing. Twisting and turning and pulling and slapping. 
Sucking on her nipple while I'm fucking her. Slapping them 
between fuck strokes and looking at the surprise or shock on 
her face. Getten' them between my toes and pulling them and 
her giggling while I'm doing it. Grabbing handfuls of them and 
digging my fingers and nails into them. Dipping my fingers 
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into her wet cunt and stroking it onto her tits and then licking 


it off her nipples. Pushing my head into her soft tits and feeling 


oe 


like they're absorbing my face. Hearing her sighs as she gets 
turned on and sharp breaths as she goes from being gently - 
aroused to extreme pleasure. Watching her face get soft and 
dewy and then intense and contorted as | go from soft to hard ee 
with my mouth and fingers. a : 
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_ experience fucking her myself. I've felt 
very close to her and very loving but 
there was something about watching 


that was close to them was my feet 

which were propped up on the bed and 

at one point one or both of them reached 

over and squeezed the arch of my foot. 

| don't know how much of a sexual 
revelation that is or an emotional one. 

Even though I'm not a new ager myself, 

when people talk about sexuality being 

close to spirituality, | find that very easy 

to believe. Or when people talk about 

sexuality being close to their creative 

spirit | also understand that completely. 

Because | think sexual passion unleases 

these things that are almost supematural 

in their power. | hadn't had any kind of 

group sex experience for a while before 

this little birthday party and I'd forgotten 

how much | liked it. It always feels 
incredibly wholesome and natural and | 

think | should join a tribe of people who 

do this. 

Quim Whether it's chemical or emotional it's a very 
special thing. It's the closest I've felt to that kind of 
spiritual connection. | find myself going much more 
towards that aspect of sexuality, despite the non- 
sexual connections it has. 

Susie | know you're supposed to be embarrassed 
about that, But the type of people who are that 
critical are the sort that would never do that to begin 
with because they'd be so inhibited about nudity 
and sharing sexual energy. The fuss people make 
about s/m when you couldn't get them into a vanilla 
group experience with a shoehom. I've always had 
an affinity with it. Maybe | am just an old hippy but 
| always liked it. 

Quim What's your experience of negotiating that 
come-down after you've experienced that sexual 
intensity? 

Susie | often have a hard time stepping out into the 
real world again. If people start acting business like 
again and | must get on with my life I'm like ‘oh god, 
don't burst my bubble.' Feeling vulnerable, feeling 
like | need a little quiet transition time. It's hard to 
walk out from that situation and go back to one’s 
usual grind. 

Quim Ok, that's nice. 

Susie Is this all too sweet and lovely? 

Quim Oh, | don’t mind sweet and lovely. On a 
different note tho, what kind of sexual world do you 
imagine your daughter Areatha will live in when 
she grows up. 

Susie Oh my god. Unfortunately, | have only 
considered the nightmare possibilities. 

Quim Are you pessimistic? 

Susie Yeah, no one would ever guess it. 

Quim A utopian pessimist? 

Susie | certainly am aware of the forces of sexual 
repression and what they will get away with if we 
let them. The labelling and censoring and buming 
and scapegoating and throwing people in jail. All of 
that already exisits and it could all just get a lot 
worse. Being persecuted for my sexual and political 


beliefs and having someone trying to take Areatha 
away from me and the problem of being a single 
mom - | almost go out of my tree thinking about it. 
Another thing | think about is friends of mine who 
have been pioneers in my field, the women who 
were doing orgasm groups in the early seventies 
as part of the feminist movement's early interest 
in sexual self determination before the anti-sex 
people took over. And those people have kids. 
The daughter of one of these women seems so 
responsible and open minded about sexuality. 
When she was a kid and her mom had orgies in the 
house, she'd be told to get her own vibrator and go 
and amuse herself. Things that most kids would 
never dream of and she's doing great about sex. 
Of course | want my daughter to be like her. 
Quim Isn't there that process in adolescence of 
finding your own rite of passage which involves 
rebelling against parents no matter how liberal or 
understanding they may be. 

Susie I've thought about this a lot when people 
have gone off the deep end about teenage sex. | 
had more sex as a teenager than I've had any time 
since. | did lots of things that | would be too 
cautious to do now. | was very fortunate because 
if 'd have been with someone crueler or more 
exploititive someone mighthave hurtme, physically 
or emotionally, but no one did. 

So|'m really glad | didit. | was never the bad classic 
bad girl either. | never got so high that | didn't know 
what was going on. | was the kind of person where 
if | was going to an acid orgy | would let my father 
know where it was, (laughing). Areatha will do 
things that will scare me but | hope she has her 
own discipline and limits. If you start thinking about 
it too much you just want to wrap your child in an 
enormous blanket and never let them outside 
again. 

Quim | wondered whether you had a label for 
yourself or whether it's even relevent to you. 
Susie On the onehandlots oflabels feel completely 


comfortable to me. Unlike Sandra 
Bemhart and K.D Lang and a host of 
other people | fee! perfectly happy to be 
called a dyke and a lesbian even if my 
sexual history print out doesn't list 100 
per cent lesbian sex. | don't care. When 
| tell people I'm a femme it has a kind of 
vitality for me that most labels don't 
have. Some people can say they were 
into bondage from age three. Well | 
knew | was into big flowery hats from 
age three. That's probably the most 
consistent erotic thread in my life. 
There's something about sexual 
vulnerability and insisting that it's 
respected in life and not subject to 
prejudice that's really important. And 
once that scenario is out of the way then 
labels mean nothing to me and I'm 
exasperated by them. They're nothelpful 
to me in the sack and they're not helpful 
tome inmaking friends cause my friends 
are all types and at that point the label 
becomes useless. 

Quim Ok there is a bit comy but you 


what you want between the sheets? 

Susie Well there are different styles and methods 
for different personalities. One thing is that you 
absolutely do not go up to somebody with a list or 
tum it into a therapy session where you say 'let’s 
talk about what | want in bed and I'll say it very 
articulately and here's a dictionary to look up words 
you don't know’. You won't get what you want in 
bed unless there’s a sexual tension. If there's no 
feeling behind it then why bother. On the other 
hand you can't just sit there and say nothing. 

My biggest problem and probably my biggest asset 
is that | do like to please people in bed and I'm very 
motivated to see their satisfation. Let's say they 
want me to stand on top of them and strip for them. 
Even tho that's not my thing I'll try and be sexy as 
| can squirm all over them and straddle them and 
so on. Now one nice thing is they might get really 
excited and want to do anything to get me as tumed 
on as | did for them. Sometimes | just say a few 
things and when it starts feeling good | start pulling 
them along. It depends on what you want to do, it 
depends how intricate it is. 

Quim | suppose | just wanted to talk a bit about the 
significance of the passionate connection as the 
fuel for the sexual intensity. Cause what | wonder 
about is the people who have this aspirational 
sexual drive which seems to be more about what 
you wear and how extreme your sexual practices 
are than hot sex. 

Susie I've had it with that. Oh this year it's cutting 
and last year it was hanging and next year it's going 
to be buming and the year after...| mean give me a 
break. 

Quim Yeah, but | don't want to get into that thing of 
‘oh when | was a girl we had a sense of proportion 
and we knew what we were doing with our whips. 
That's patronising 

Susie | don't think it was true either. 

Lots of falling about laughing 
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Awoman who had an HIV+ test and also works as 
a councellor with HIV+ people talks about the 
testing process and the HIV+ lesbians she knows 


| was with a woman for six months who is positive 
and even though | used safe sex with her there was 
one incident when we were out at night when she 
was attacked and stabbed with a broken bottle in the 
pub. | went to help her and in the process | also got 
stabbed in the hand. | only realised afterwards that 
her blood had gone into my hand and our blood had 
mixed. So | decided that | should have a test. | went 
to St. Anne’s in Haringey which has an HIV and AIDS 
unit. Most units are part of general hospitals. That 
was good because you could just walk in without 
having to make an appointment. They do have a day 
- Wednesday - when women can come in and there 
are’nt any men around. Most of the hospitals are 
equally as good. | don‘t recommend people to go to 
private clinics. Public hospitals are usually quicker 
with the results and they give very good pre-test 
counselling. You don‘thave to give your name at the 
public hospitals. During the pre-test counselling, my 
pre-test counsellor wanted to ensure that | knew 
what the risks were and that | had actually put myself 
at risk. A lot of people think that because they've 
been in a restaurant and drunk from a cup that a gay 
person has drunk from, they‘re going to be HIV 
positive. They advise you but you can still make your 
own decision. 


RISKS? 


A woman on her period with a partner who has cuts 
on her hands. 


Women who suffer from eczema should use latex 
gloves because often they have weepy hands. 


It's quite difficult to get the virus through oral sex 
because the virus is broken down by the saliva in the 
mouth and enzymes in the stomach. If there's an 
opening from a pulled tooth or boil in the mouth use 
a dental dam 


TESTING? 


The test can't tell you whether you have AIDS. All it 
can tell you is if you've got the HIV antibodies in your 
blood. It takes three months for these to show up so 
you have to wait three months after you think you've 
put yourself at risk before you come for testing. 


At the Royal Free Hospital you have to make an 
appointment for the test and you get your result the 
same day. In most of the other hospitals in London 
you can walk in and have a test, but it takes two 
weeks to get your result. It varies depending on 
where you are in the country. In some places you 
may have to wait three weeks.You can't usually 
phone in for your result and the reason for this is to 
protect confidentiality. 


Usually in London you are given your result by your 
pre-test counsellor. This doesn‘t always happen 
outside London. In remote country places people 
have just been handed their result and left alone to 
open the envelope. Usually in London the counsellor 
will ask you if you want to open the envelope or hear 
the result verbally. 


In my case, | asked to be given the envelope. 


| thought | would be positive and had prepared 
myselfto take certain steps in my life to watch my diet 
etc. | had decided that if | was positive | would not go 
on drugs, such as AZT, DDI or DDC, | would take 
Pantamadine, to protect myself from PCP, and use 


alternative medicines. PCP is a type of Pneumonia, 
whichis an opportunistic illness people getbecause 
of HIV having run down the immune system. It's the 
disease that most people in this country have died 
of when they've had full-blown AIDS. Now itis very 
rare to die from PCP. There are three drugs that 
can prevent you from getting PCP and they are 
usually offered to people who become HIV positive. 
AZT, DDI and DDC are still in the experimental 
stage. AZT is readily available and, although it 
doesn't kill the virus, it stops the virus making more 
of itself. 


| decided not to take the other drugs because 
friends who are HIV positive, some for ten years, 
who haven't taken them have lived longer than 
those who have. Several friends have died taking 
the drugs, or have come off them because the side 
effects, such as pains in the neck, inability to walk 
and chronic diarhoea, were too much to cope with. 
There's been quite a lot of success with Chinese 
herbs, homeopathy and acupuncture. 


| never recommend anything to clients, | explain 
the options and allow them to make their own 
choice. 


When | collected my results, | brought my lover at 
that time, the woman who was HIV positive. 


SHOULD WE GET TESTED? 


| wouldn't say to people you should get tested or 
you shouldn't. | don't think getting tested is the 
issue. | think people should have the attitude that 
they will have safer sex with everyone they sleep 
with. It doesn't take that much effort. It means 
checking your fingers for any cuts that might open, 
checking your mouth for cuts, using latex gloves or 
dental dams if you have your period and not 
sharing toys. Once people get that into their heads, 
then there‘s no need to get tested. If you're going 
round sleeping with people, taking risks all the 
time, then you're going to have to get tested every 
three months. If you get tested negative today and 
have unsafe sex with someone tonight, you may be 
positive tommorow. The message | would put out is 
to be careful and have safer sex. 


We reckon there are quite a lot of lesbians who are 
positive who haven't been diagnosed as positive. 
A lot of people are ending up in hospital with AIDS 
who don't know that they are positive, so | would 
imagine it's the same for lesbians. 


HOW MANY LESBIANS DO WE KNOW OF WHO 
ARE HIV POSITIVE? 


We know of fourin this country who have definately 
contracted the virus through no other means that 
lesbian sex. One of those women claims it was 
passed through oral sex. The others are not sure if 
it was oral or penetrative sex. All the other lesbians 
that we know are HIV positive, have contracted the 
virus through intravenous drug use. We're not sure 
how many because people who use HIV and AIDS 
services often don't state their sexuality. From my 
personal knowledge, | know there are quite a lot of 
lesbians in Leeds, Bristolandsome parts of Scotland 
who do have the virus, and these people are notin 
any statistics that I've ever looked up. 


Most of the lesbians who are positive are not 
actually coming out and telling people that they are 
positive. Those that | have spoken to have said 
they wouldn't even tell their lesbian friends. They 
are quite alone. 
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It seems like the argument about whether or not we should have safer sex is 
being approached arse backwards. Why don’t the people doing the studies first 
find out what we do and then tell us if we’re putting ourselves at risk? Take 
the dental dam question, perhaps brought to a head! by exhaustion and near 
suffocation - from trying to satisfy your desire for pussy, not to mention her 
hungry clit, through latex. How risky are Cunt juices, menstural 
blood, ejaculation, shit and piss? without the information how 
can you choose between persevering with or giving up the battle of the dam. 
Ormake the decision to carry on or deny yourself the drinking, smearing 
and rolling about in lovely, messy sex substances. or 
let's say you’re going to go down on her without protection, minus your oral 
shield. Rightly or wrongly you’ve decided that the place where you bit the inside 
of your mouth munching food too fast doesn’t count as a SOF and although 
your gums sometimes bleed, you've bitten into an apple to check them out 
and you reckon they’re safe. Having taken all that into consideration you start 
to ponder on the Saliva issue, Does it kill the HIV potentially being carried in 
the body fluids you like to lick or drink? And if it does won't the 
saliva get to the virus before it gets to your gums even if they are bleeding? Here 
again we’ve had loads of contradictory information about whether saliva is 
completely or just partially effective in neutralising the virus. In America some 
experts advise against any unprotected oral sex whether or not she’s bleeding, 
whereas here we’ve been told to use dams when we’ve got mouth sores and/ 
or bleeding gums and periods and saliva will take care of the rest. How do you 
decide, when you wake up with her caked menstural blood under 
your chewed cuticles, (from fucking in the dark so you didn’t see she’d 
started her period) if you’ve put yourself or her at risk. The chewed cuticles are 
a dilemma. In the info with those cute safer sex packs we’ve been consuming, 
they often say wear gloves if you have ‘Cuts’ on your hand, and to prevent 
‘abrasions’ in your vagina/anus. Use dental dams if you have 'cuts'/ 
‘sores’ in your mouth. But there’s a big difference between a cut , a sore and 
an abrasion. Ragged cuticles are better described as ‘abrasions’. Aren't they? 
So we’re still not sure whether those faW, but not bleeding cuticles mean you 
should have worn gloves (regardless of whether she bled because what about 
those vaginal/anal abrasions coming into contact with your finger abrasions?) 
You could err on the side of caution and always wear gloves but some of us can’t 
or don’t want to because 1)We can’t afford them 2) The local chemist doesn’t 
stock them or we don’t want to explain why we’re ordering them. 3) We run out 
and want to fuck. 4) They tighten around the wrist and restrict circulation 5) We 
like to feel the inside of her delicious smooth, wet cunt firsthand. Another thing, 
what if she ejaculates into the cuts/abrasions/sores on your 
legs you got while fixing the car or whatever? At the moment, as far as | know, 
we’re clueless about HIV in women’s ejaculation fluid. When asked a couple of 
years ago about this a THT advisor answered ‘what's women’s ejaculation? ’. 
They're supposed to be an authority on lesbians and safer sex and they hadn’t 
heard of the body fluid that, along with piss, is likely to Spurt the most and the 
furthest. The blame for this confusion lies with the Sexist, homophobic, 
fucked-up medical establishment who's approach to women’s 
health in general is complacent and practically medieval when it comes to 
lesbians and HIV/AIDS. There are no accurate statistics, no research and no 
resources to speak of. Against this backdrop of invisibility, can anyone 
categorically say we are not at risk. 


Stay sceptical sisters! SOPHIE 
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REGULATION 


THE ART OF CONTROL 


17a St. Albans Place 
Islington Green Ni ONX 
(071) 226-0665 


Bizarre fantastic pervy 
sleazy trashy stylish smelly 
shiny kinky tight stretchy 
sweaty smooth bollock- 
breaking lusty tit-binding 
restrictive cocooning 
hungry clinging liberating... 


Regulation specialises’ in 
new and abused clothing 
for the complete specialist 
and _ fetishist. needs 
supplying gas masks, 
plastic, military, medical and 
industrial wear, waders, 
leather, rubber, denim, 
P.V.C., bondage and more! 


Visit our Islington 
Sil. 0 Wir to. Om 
open 10:30am to 7:30pm 
Monday thru’ Saturday 


